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41 years ago, 41 salmon ago, a glimpse of love came into the world 
— simultaneously healing and terrifying announcing my place in the 
family of things. Four plus one is five. Forty-six minus forty-one is 
five. How many ways does it have to be said? Forty-one salmon 
jumped out of the water in front of me and I've been hanging out at 5 
years old looking for myself since then. Today is Yellow Overtone 
Star, Tone 5 of the Mayan calendar and today the fog cleared and the 
presaged view burst through. Somewhere between 4 and 1, 2 brought 
the 3rd thing into being, wrapping me in a sunrise of the most glorious 
pink hues. 

Over the past few weeks I have had the compounding sense that I 
came through around 5 years old as the miracle I am and I missed it 
and everyone missed it. I was supposed to be welcomed into this world 
with my gifts. Somebody is supposed to be there watching for the gifts 
and celebrating our simultaneous arrival. But we are a lost people in a 
fragmented world, where people must be forced to learn 'appropriate' 
gifts. A place where, more often than not, the artificial is preferred to 
the natural. 

Why does this image keep forcing itself into my consciousness? It's 
a pizzeria in Ballinger, Washington. I'm outside it. Staring at the blank 
white storefront and it's blank white door — the red glowing neon in 
the blackness of the window the only hint of life. 

From time to time this vision revisits me. It's one of my favorite 
places. I don't know why. I'm not allowed inside of "Chef Tony's" 



anymore. I sit in the car outside wondering when will I be allowed into 
the world. 

Did I do a bad thing? 

A door into the past opens and I follow the footsteps of my dad into 
Chef Tony's where a baby girl was crying. I knew her instantly from 
the longing in her cries. She was calling out and I answered the call. 

I was small, being 5 years old, so I had to reach up to get her 
mother's attention. Already I could feel my dad bristling behind me as 
I slipped beyond his self-imposed limits. 

My dad liked me up to a point. He was always taking me with him 
to ride alongside him. His sidekick. My presence gave his life meaning 
— a precarious investment of power at best. He could show off his 
skills dropping his empty beer bottles through the rusted hole in the 
floor of the El Camino as we roared down the highway. I would 
quickly look back to watch the bottle dance and shatter across the 
pavement. The world is fascinating. The amazement of another can 
make one feel quite amazing. Sudden, unprecedented amazement at 
the other can turn one's delicately balanced world upside down. 

"She wants me," I said to the bewildered mother, reaching up for 
the flailing soul. The mother looked down at me, softly surprised and 
handed me her infant in the graceful surrender of knowing she was 
doing the right thing. 

I sat on the floor cross-legged cradling the infant in my lap, her 
head resting lightly in my left hand, while both her little hands pulled 
my free hand to her precious heart. I don't know if the crying stopped 
or not, we were having a deeper conversation, somewhere beyond 
words and beyond sounds. 

A million years passed between us in the blink of an eye or two, as 
if to say, "It's hopeless." Then mere presence cleared the table of all 



that had gone before — all that kept us dining on stale remnants of a 
bitter meal dressed up with Gramma's best silver. 

With nothing on the table, hands and hearts are all we have to 
guide us through the dark waters. When love arrives lovers know 
quickly dropping the veil till nothing stands between. 

Though understanding was complete twixt she and I, the adults 
around us had lost sense of their deeper self and could only stare 
dumbly. My words to the burgeoning life in my hands flew like two 
arrows at once straight into the heart of each of our parents reminding 
them that they bleed too and they need love and they need to love, "It 
hurts to bring a heart like yours into this world that doesn't know how 
to hold a heart. Teach them, just like you are holding my heart now. 
We are both love. Someday we will be reunited to bring love into the 
world," The words came pouring out of me like a delicate nectar that 
all marveled and wondered at the source of. 

The nameless mother knelt beside me steadying her shaking hand 
on my shoulder, "You are a great mother," she said accepting the love 
between two children into her own heart. 

"He's a boy," my dad felt the need to interject, in a desperate 
attempt to keep his world upright. 

" — and a great mother," she re-assured working the arrow deeper 
into two hearts at once, and the infant deeper back into her bosom. 

Back in the car, heading home with food to feed the family, blood 
sprayed across the windshield from his open wound. I stared out the 
side window pretending not to notice. 

"How dare you talk to another person's child like that. You never 
get involved with other people's children. What the fuck were you 
thinking? Because of you we'll never be able to eat there again. You 



scared the shit out of that poor woman. You almost scared her to 
death." He bellowed, fanning his flames higher and higher. 

"Some things need to die," I offered to his dying ears. 

"You never talk to other people's children you don't know. EVER! 
Do you understand?" 

"It's okay. She knows me," I trailed off sadly, lost in a dream of love 
and hate. 

"Blah, blah, blah ," I tried not to listen. It hurts to block out the 

ones you love. 

I stare out the window into the dark. The sweet, enveloping 
darkness. The darkness that takes everything back always. The 
darkness that invites everything to be that can dream itself into being. 
The darkness that took a woman's blinding sense of self and replaced 
it with new eyes the moment she reached for it. No judgement. No 
demands. No more than a soft whisper, "All my children. Always my 
children." 

The darkness. The darkness that will one day wrap its arms around 
the madness screaming in torment next to me as he heals his own heart 
and reconnects to his sense of humanity. Like the boy soldiers — why 
do they only take boys? — of Sierra Leone, he is a long way gone. 
Someday this great warrior will come home from the war. 

I have to admire his commitment to a horrifying position of being 
hateful and hated. If he could not hold the tension and I could not 
hold the tension, then that aspect of God would collapse and the third 
thing might never emerge. We need the third thing 

Meanwhile I would endure his madness letting it play itself out in 
the mind of God. We are neurotic and confused because God is 
neurotic and confused. If there is hatred anywhere there is hatred in 
God. Each of us is an issue of the Divine, living out our question as 
our quest. Learning and unlearning for us all as we stumble forward 



into the darkness that is the light and the stillness which is the 
dancing. 

Together we team up to take on the issues and struggles that 
confound and excite us to become a better God. Most of the time we 
just hurt each other. The mind is notorious for holding the heart 
ransom. Ransom has lost its value in this new season of transformation 
we have entered. Having borne your tortured souls and suffered the 
humility that eventually brings you eye to eye, you can see deep 
enough into the other that you see all the way back to yourself. 

Einstein was right. Light curves back in on itself if you are willing 
to go far enough out. Out beyond Rumi's field, it all comes back to 
you. When you are done playing with Rumi, thank him for meeting 
you there and then wander out a little farther till there is only you. 
There awaits the discovery of the treasure that is you: there is only 
God. 

The third thing. 



Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing 
and rightdoing there is afield. 
I'll meet you there. 

When the soul lies down in that grass 
the world is too full to talk about. 

Rumi 
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